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mediocre and mussy; but nothing resists
the air of this country. My throat is an
evidence of it.

CCLXV,

PARIS, August 30, 1863.
I AM going, to-morrow, to Biarritz with
Panizzi. We are invited by our gracious
sovereign, who shall be our host for I do not
know how long. I shall go to Cannes in
October. I have an extremely curious book,
which I will lend to you if you be good to
me. It is the relation, made by a fool, of a
suit in the seventeenth century. A nun of
his Majesty's family "facevaV amore" with
a Milanese gentleman, and, as there were
other nuns whom it displeased, she killed
them with the aid of her lover. It is very
edifying. Read " Une Saison k Paris," by

Madame de-----.    She is a person full of

candor, who felt a very great necessity to
please his Majesty, and said it to him at a
ball, in tones so categoric and so clear that
nobody in the world, except you, would
have misunderstood her. He was so stupe-e gone, but they were not highly praised.
